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in the decoration not only of temples, but of ordinary houses9
on which the carvings were of great boldness and originality.
There was not a veranda or window-frame, beam or rail or
string-course which was not appropriately beautified.

Gone, however, were the laughing, self-confident faces of
the women of Upper Khunu; their sisters here looked shy and
rapidly aging, and the golden rings they wore in their noses made
their wizened features look all the more dejected.

After Urni we entered the zone of rains again; the monsoon
was sending down the last few drops from its bucket. All kinds
of butterflies were flitting to and fro in the river gorges; some
looked like huge orange-tips or brimstones, yellow, white and
red; we also saw fritillaries and swallow-tails, some of them
velvety black and others, the commonest species, dusted with
golden green powder and with an electric blue mirror on the
hind-wings. They settled on moist patches of the road, and
rose in clouds when disturbed. Numbers of large grey-green
lizards lurked on the rocks, lying in wait for the yellowish
grasshoppers that swarmed everywhere. Having seized their
prey, they carried it off struggling in their jaws to a hole,
before gulping it down.

In the more humid parts the forest rioted in tangled luxuri-
ance. Balsams, pink, yellow or white, bordered the track and
in one place a rock that oozed moisture was half hidden behind
a curtain of pink begonias. The ground was covered with a
thick carpet of ferns and selaginella.

At Sarahan we were received in audience by H.H. the Eaja
of Bashahr; we welcomed this opportunity of thanking him
for his kindness and all his subjects for their willing help. Our
head-porter, the man of Poo, on this occasion suddenly shed
the character of Odsung the half-Tibetan Buddhist and appeared
again in the guise of Ishwar Singh, the complete Hindu, with
a sash and a turban like a monstrous onion, in which his flat
Mongolian features were comically framed* Thus attired, he
paraded before his ruler to the accompaniment of many bows
and claspings of hands; we always thought he would have made
a perfect Vicar of Bray.

Then down from the woods we went to another dry valley,
along stufebly hillsides dotted with euphorbias, like weird
candelabra, and so into hot and stuffy Rampur, the capital of
the State. After a night spent in the Raja's guest bungalow, we